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Our History
“If history were taught in the form of stories, it would never be forgotten.”
Rudyard Kipling
The Philosophy of Hidden History According to a Lowly FA
What is history? No, really, what is history? Don’t say, “Stuff that happened in the past, duh man, what more do you want 
from me Matt?” Yeah see, that is not what I’m going for. I’m trying to pose a question here: what is history and where do we 
get it from?
To be sure, there is no wrong answer. But I think it is more complicated than “past events.” If we stop to appreciate the 
world’s history, the history of our world, mankind’s history, we can gain a better understanding of who we are and where we 
are going. In Hidden History, we’re learning about how to think like historians, those great chroniclers of the human condition.
BlogOur HistoryResources
http://talesoftheo.wordpress.com/our-history/ (1 of 7) [11/30/2009 5:01:27 PM]
Our History « Tales of the O
“But Matt, I thought the great authors were those who offered commentary on the human condition?” True, but I think 
literature is more a window into our history, not the other way around. We can debate this all day (if you are a literature 
major, lets find a nice back alley to settle this dispute once and for all) but hey now, let us return to my original premise.  
What is history? From my youth, I had a simple answer: our history are our stories. At least, that is how I thought of 
history and subsequently, this mindset allowed for me to remember a lot (a LOT) of historical information, even as a kid. 
“Remember that time that guy who tried to bring an army of elephants from Spain to Italy through the Alps? (It was 
Hannibal, by the way) “What an idiot!” (He wasn’t). Or, ”Dude, remember that French army of armored knights that was 
totally wasted by that smaller English force of archers?” (Agincourt, 1415). “Speaking of crazy stuff, do you recall that one 
time a band of like thirty US soldiers held off an Sioux attack of around two thousand braves?” (It was the Wagon Box Fight, 
1867 – I kid you not, look it up)
My point is, since these events are in the past, I looked at them as stories. They were already written. And thinking of them 
as stories helped me learn history and will hopefully one day help me teach it.
So if our history is the storied accounts of the past, where do we get it? Napoleon is going to help us out here with one of his 
countless gems.
“History is the version of past events that people have decided to agree upon. “
So the self-proclaimed French Emperor thinks that our history is a series of past events that we have decided to agree on. 
Okay, if we accept this definition of history, we must also accept what Napoleon’s statement quietly ignores; that if history is 
indeed the version of events we all decided to agree on, that must then mean that there are always other perspectives, other 
versions of the same events. 
Tricky, huh? That’s right – it is always important to remember that there are multiple perspectives to every event. Think 
about all the events in human history and then double, triple or quadruple the accounts, views and opinions that were 
recorded as primary sources. Yeah, its an overwhelming number. But don’t despair yet – that should be empowering. So 
many diverse people, so many diverse experiences…what could celebrate more what it means to be human?
Historians look for both the commonalities and the disparages in the multitudes of stories of human events to extract what is 
meaningful to the our history.
This is where the stories and history intertwine. This magical convergence between stories and history. This is where we as 
historians must look to find the truth – the crux of the issue. Two historians can look at the same data and arrive at two 
diametrically opposed positions. Is history and art or science? Maybe a little bit of both.
Woah, woah, woah, you’re thinking – what does any of this have to do with the Hidden History FIG? Good question. As 
students in HH, we strive to become versed in the multitudes of history around the world whilst understanding the humble 
beginnings of stories that evolve and combine to become what we call history.  
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So where does all that leave us? Good question. Think about how we get history (from stories) and then think about how they 
become history (from historians who forge out a narrative) and then tell me why your going to University of Oregon is of 
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historical importance.
“What?!” you must be thinking, “Matt, c’mon, I’m just a groveling Freshman – who cares about my experience at U of O? No 
one beyond my family even knows I exist! I can’t imagine doing anything meaningful to history during my four years here!”
That’s wrong. Your experience at U of O is important and it is more important than just to you. Look, think about this – being 
a Freshman is an exciting and often overwhelming experience. Ever wonder what the first class of Freshman at U of O in 1876 
were thinking? Well too bad – we will never know.
Why? Because they didn’t write it down. They never left anything that would tell us what was on their minds – we will never 
know which classes they liked, which professors they hated, what the party scene was like, what books they read, if the girls 
where hot, what politics drove them – we will never know from them what it was like to be a Duck in 1876.
And that’s too bad. But you know what is worse? The fact that as we aren’t doing anything to correct the trend of historical 
obscurity! That is where Hidden History comes in.
This FIG is dedicated to recording, sharing and examining what it means to be Freshman Duck in the 2000’s. The single 
biggest part of that identity is, in my opinion, our stories. That is why we’ve started Tales of the O to serve as a collection of 
our stories, stories that, while possibly seeming meaningless even now, offer those in the future a window into what life was 
like in 2009. And who knows – if we can record interesting stories, we might just create some interesting history.
As a Freshman, you are about to embark on a new chapter in your life. That’s awesome – just don’t forget what it was like – 
you, and others, will care what was important to you presently in the future. In this way we can contribute to history; to our 
history.
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Resources
Need some help getting started? Well, read your peers work! Or check out some of these examples from abroad!
Tips from Short Story Group:
1. Have a clear theme. What is the story about? That doesn’t mean what is the plot line, the sequence of events or the character’s actions, it 
means what is the underlying message or statement behind the words. Get this right and your story will have more resonance in the minds of 
your readers. 
2. An effective short story covers a very short time span. It may be one single event that proves pivotal in the life of the character or 
(something small but profound), and that event will illustrate the theme. 
3. Don’t have too many characters. Each new character will bring a new dimension to the story, and for an effective short story too many 
diverse dimensions (or directions) will dilute the theme. Have only enough characters to effectively illustrate the theme. 
4. Make every word count. There is no room for unnecessary expansion in a short story. If each word is not working towards putting across 
the theme, delete it. 
5. Focus. The best stories are the ones that follow a narrow subject line. What is the point of your story? Its point is its theme. It’s tempting to 
digress, but in a ’short’ you have to follow the straight and narrow otherwise you end up with either a novel beginning or a hodgepodge of ideas 
that add up to nothing.
Some non-fiction short stories:
Make It Happen by Rick Monaco
http://www.3ammagazine.com/nonfiction/2004/jul/make_it_happen.html
Moral Injuries Sustained by Paul McDonald
http://www.3ammagazine.com/nonfiction/2004/mar/mcdonald.html
A Day in Hiroshima by Neil Kelly
http://www.3ammagazine.com/nonfiction/2003/feb/hiroshima.html
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Or check out a proverbial boatload of short stories at: 
http://www.bibliofaction.com/Default.aspx
(Just hit “Read”)
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Game Tickets
Published October 26, 2009 General 1 Comment  
Today I awoke at about 12 pm. After seeing my clock I rolled off my bed half-asleep and took a shower. After my shower I 
turned on my computer and realizing that the USC tickets go on sale today, and that its already 12:30 and I only had five and 
a half hours to wait for tickets I logged on to my goducks.com account. There my internet waited for the next few hours.
When my roommate, Bryan, came into the room he asked, “Why are you on already?”
I told him that, “I have to get tickets to this game or else I’ll break my computer.” I wouldn’t actually break my computer but 
I really wanted tickets.
Then he said, “Getting on this early won’t help your chances that much, don’t you know that.”
And I said, “I don’t care, anything that might help my chances or at least make me think it will help my chances I will do.” 
Then we argued for a while about who would break who’s stuff if we didn’t get tickets and what we would do if one of us 
broke the others stuff.
Now I was really scared that I was not going to get tickets because I missed out on the Washington State game and this is 
the biggest game of the season, besides the Civil War. Maybe even bigger because this pretty much decides who plays in the 
Rose Bowl and possible the National Championship depending on whether or not the BSC stops favoring east coast teams. 
Nevertheless I needed to get tickets so I did not think that the wait was a big price to pay.
The time passed by with eating, doing my Hidden History Journal, and my Writing 121 essay taking until about 3 or 3:30. 
Then looking at iTunes to see if there was anything I wanted to spend the last ten dollars of my gift card on. By the way I 
ended up buying more Muse songs, they are really good but that’s what you expect from Muse.
At about 5:30 I started getting really nervous. Everyone in my hall was logging on and the chatter was starting to begin. We 
were all getting pumped up to refresh and click on the button that says USC. As it got to ten minutes till the nerves really 
started kicking in. At every minute interval we would all call out the time till six. My roommate, Colin, and I were the ones 
giving the updates. Within about three minutes till six we started hearing the pleas of some people to their computers to get 
off of the “Please Wait” page.
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We counted down the seconds and I clicked on the USC button right when it changed to six and immediately got in. Right 
then I heard both cheers and cussing. I, unlike before the Washington State game, was one of the few cheering.
After I printed out the confirmation page twice, my roommate and I helped the rest of the people on my floor who hadn’t 
gotten tickets and one on the second floor, because for some reason our computers where showing the page that makes you 
type in the weird letters and numbers, and theirs wasn’t. So pretty much we saved a few people from not getting tickets.
Even though I have a folklore mid-term this week, it will still be a great week because I have my tickets.
Emilio Gonzales
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UO’s student ticket system is one of the most stressful things in my life. lol. I’m glad almost all of us got tickets though.
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Oh parking spots…
Published October 26, 2009 A Day in the Life Leave a Comment  
So every freshman usually wants to go home for the weekend if it is close enough to do. Well I decided that I would go home 
to help my mom unpack our house since my sister had flooded it and our house needed repairs. So we were able to finally 
move back in. Well I knew I had to be home sometime Sunday because we had a hall meeting that was mandatory for 
everyone. For the life of me though, I couldn’t remember what time the meeting was. I texted my roommate and she 
reminded me that it was at 8 p.m. So I thought that if I left by 5:45 that I could make it back by 8. It only takes me an hour 
and a half to two hours to get back.
So I’m driving and I get a text from my roommate saying that the meeting is actually at 7 and here I’m in my car half way 
there and it is 6:15. So I start to panic a little and my speed starts to accelerate rapidly and I’m hauling butt trying to make it 
to Eugene on time. I am hitting speeds that any cop would be in heaven to pull me over for. I keep driving and at this point 
I’m hitting speeds of 85 maybe 90 mph when I realize that I am finally getting closer and that I don’t really need to stress 
about it anymore. I managed to take all the right exits which was a surprise and get back with a few minutes to spare. I pull 
in to the parking that is in front of Earl and park my car where there is an open space.
I book it to the lounge where I am blocked by some tall guys standing on the stairs, trying to hear around them. So I was 
super glad to make it there and then the meeting only lasted 15 minutes. I was seriously not too happy about it, but was like 
what are you going to do about it. So after the meeting I realized that I had just parked my car anywhere so I went and 
moved it a little closer so I could unload my car.
Well I came back up to my room and realized I still had a lot of homework to do. Plus, I was just so nice to finally unload and 
chill out from the day and stress that I forgot about my car sitting out front. The next day, when I was walking out of my 
folklore class I looked over at the parking spaces and it all came back to me that I forgot to move my car. I run upstairs 
grabbed my car keys and ran back down to my car. There were two yellow envelopes sitting under my windshield wipers. I 
grabbed them, went and parked my car in the right parking lot and opened them. The first one was for when I parked my car 
anywhere well, I guess I parked in one of the DPS spots and got a warning for that. But since I parked there overnight I 
received a fine of $35 dollars. At that point I just had to laugh it off and realize where I should and should not park my car…
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Possibly related posts: (automatically generated)
●     Rodeo Dr.
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College Without a Car
Published October 26, 2009 General 1 Comment  
It was like any other Thursday in Eugene. The hills were alive with the sound of music (not), the sun was shining (false), I 
didn’t have any homework (a lie), and there was a party happening later that night (the truth). My roommate, Lindsay, and I 
were excited to attend said party as well as two other girls from my hall, Jessica and Yating. The party, being held at the Chi 
Psi fraternity in campus, was a heaven or hell theme meaning that we needed something that a devil would wear or 
something that an angel would wear. That wasn’t so hard; we had the casual shirts and dresses that could easily pass as 
“devil” gear but we needed a few accessories. I convinced Jessica and Yating to come with us but that meant we had to make 
a trip to Fred Meyer. None of us had a car.
Yating claimed to know the Eugene bus system like it was the back of her hand so the rest of us blindly followed. We arrived 
at Fred Meyer and after we got all of the things we needed, we had about thirty minutes t spare. I floated to the hair care 
aisle to try to find something to keep the humidity from damaging my hair and the rest of the girls walked around the store.
It turns out that Yating didn’t know the bus system as well as she though she did.
“Oh, no,” I heard her say as she inspected the board that should all the buses and their routes.
“What’s wrong?” someone asked.
“We missed it by twenty minutes,” she answered.
I clutched my anti-frizz serum behind my back, afraid they would blame me for missing the bus. It wasn’t my fault that I 
couldn’t manage my hair in the Eugene climate.
We missed the last bus.
I freaked out and I desperately tried to keep myself from snapping at people. There was some homework that I wanted to 
work on before I started getting ready so I needed to get back to the dorms. Jessica started complaining that she was hungry 
so Lindsay and I got to work trying to find someone with a car. I randomly texted someone to see if he had a car, he didn’t. 
However, he called us a cab.
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We were saved.
While we waited for the cab, the group of us randomly sang songs and complained. Every now and then, a question would be 
directed toward me.
“Where’s the cab?” They would ask.
“I don’t know,” I answered.
“What do you mean you don’t know?” The girls asked in a worried tone as if they were the ones that had work to do.
“It means that I have absolutely no clue where the cab is because I’m not in the cab,” I snapped.
I was slightly chilly and a tad hungry, a combination that I didn’t enjoy. At all.
When the cab finally arrived, I hurried to get into the warm car. By that time, it was around ten o’clock and I just wanted to 
get back to the dorms.
It’s not important that you have a car in college. Many people think that a car is actually a burden and a waste of money 
especially when living on campus. I completely agree. You don’t need a car to have fun in college, but you do need to know 
where you’re going and how to get there. Relying on someone else will leave you cold (me) and hungry (Jessica), stranded 
near Fred Meyer. 
By the way, we went to the party and after all that, Jessica and Yating left after ten minutes.
I know, right?
Possibly related posts: (automatically generated)
●     Teasers
●     Entry for October 19, 2007
●     Jodi’s Birth Story
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Looking back on it now, it all seems really funny…and I WAS hungry! It was basically 10pm before I had dinner! We’ll know better for next time.  
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Warm Blooded Rush
Published October 26, 2009 General 1 Comment  
“OH EM GEE IM FREEZING MY FUCKING ASS OFF!!!” said the girl in the leopard print dress behind me. Granted we were all 
freezing but it took this classy lady to say what we had all been thinking. It was the last night of this four day process know 
as sorority rush week, and to be honest I was not feeling it.
                I had decided to Rush the day before the registration fee was due. Partly because I am an extremely lazy 
individual and partly because I was wary of this thing called “the Greek system”. The letters, the houses, secret initiation 
rituals, it all seemed a little too much like a movie I would see on lifetime, where an innocent freshmen would end up dead; 
beaten with a pledge paddle maybe, or from a failed liver due to alcohol poisoning. No, I think the Greek System would be ok 
without me. Besides I get squeamish around blood sacrifices.
                My entire family hates the Greek system by the way. My mom graduated from Arizona State University, which by 
the way, is kind of a Mecca for the Greek System. While she was a student she rushed, came to the conclusion that it was a 
bunch of snobby bullshit and quit halfway through the process. My dad dated a sorority girl who broke his heart; I am not 
joking. When I told my family of my upcoming plans to become a member of one of these hallowed institutions they were 
skeptical to say the least, and resentful to say the most. On my last night in California my uncle sat me down and forced me 
to watch “Animal House”, and every time a frat guy did something stupid he would point and shout “THERES YOUR HUSBAND 
EVA, RIGHT THERE, HE’S A KEEPER!!”. This display did not exactly inspire confidence in me.
                So it was a surprise to me when I found myself sitting in Colombia 150 with 599 other girls, all with the intent of 
rushing. As I looked around at the group at large, I realized that I had come under dressed. Even though the flyer had said 
explicitly “where t-shirt and jeans”, I didn’t see one girl in the kind of grubby attire I was wearing. Apparently heels were 
something that everyone else seemed to wear except me. This was going to be harder than I thought. The first house I went 
to I was terrified, my palms were sweaty and I was convinced I was the most uninteresting person in the world. However by 
listening to the inane conversation of the ladies around me, my nerves slowly abated. I apparently was not only interesting 
but a fucking genius compared to most of the orange skinned ladies around me. Through those spectacular four nights I 
heard many a quote that could make a day, but I will recount a few of the best here.
#1: While at a house I was asked, “if you could raise money for any charity or foundation, what would it be?” I answered that 
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I would gather funds and resources to raise money for Samoa and the Philippines, because they definitely need all the 
support and help they can get right now. The girl who asked me the question looked lost. I stated “you know for the tsunami 
that just happened..again”. The girl still gave me a blank stare. Suddenly from behind her another girl asked me just where in 
America, American Samoa was. I knew that I would never EVER be caught dead in that house.
#2 While walking down Greek Row on our second day of Rush, I struck up some small talk with one of the girls next to me. 
We were chatting about the weather, because that’s what you do when you have  nothing else in common with someone. I 
brought up the fact that “at least it isn’t raining, I heard it poured last year at this time.” This young lady got a huge smile on 
her face and stated “oh I LOVE the rain! But you know, I just don’t like it when its like..wet outside”. I honestly didn’t know 
what to say so I tried to save her retarded comment by replying “oh yeah you know..i like hate it when my socks..get..wet..”
#3 On the last night of Rush we have to get all dressed up to go to our final two choices for houses. This is unfortunate for 
two reasons. One, you have to be extremely uncomfortable while you are making an extremely important decision. And two, 
its EXTREMELY COLD when all your wearing is a dress and heels and you have to walk around outside all night. Anyway I had 
just commented on just how freaking cold it was when the girl behind me says “OH EM GEE I AM FREEZING MY FUCKING ASS 
OFF!!” To this comment, I replied “yeah I’m seriously colder than I have been in months.” At this point a short girl in the back 
of the group says “you know I’m actually not cold at old, its weird, I think I might be warm blooded or something…”
                After that comment I tried not to laugh, I really did. But I couldn’t stop myself, for the first time in my life, I 
laughed, loud and hard in someone’s face. It felt good, real good.
Just as a disclaimer I am now a member of house on campus that is full of hilarious, intelligent and wonder young women. I 
am glad I rushed and wouldn’t have this any other way. I just like laughing at stupid people.
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I appreciate this entry so much! I too went through rush (with the flu which really sucked) but I can definitely relate to some of these comments. It’s 
great that you found a sorority that was the perfect fit for you. When I started rush I went in with the idea that I’m not going to pledge just to pledge, 
but only join a sorority if it was the right fit. Now I’m a Pi Phi.
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A Birthday
Published October 26, 2009 General 1 Comment  
Rebecca Brower
My birthday was earlier this month to celebrate one of my friends, who goes to OSU, came down to our university to take me 
out to lunch.  The most important aspect you have to understand before I begin my story is that both my friend and I are 
considered extremely directionally challenged. I had yet to explore any of downtown Eugene and even if I had I would never 
be good at directing anyone in downtown. Well she thought she could handle it and we could find a place to eat downtown. 
The venture to downtown started out well enough; we were at least able to find the downtown area.
 It went downhill from that point. We drove around for about twenty minutes trying to find a restaurant that looked good. My 
friend is very picky and the restaurant needs to certain qualities before she would agree to eat there. We finally found a Thai 
restaurant that both of us agreed sounded good and was up to her codes.  The problem was we couldn’t find parking 
anywhere on the street. We drove around for another fifteen minutes before we finally found a free parking garage. What we 
forgot to do was check on what street the restaurant was. So because of our stupidity we wondered around some creepy 
parts of Eugene trying to find the Thai restaurant. We past an area that looked like murder central. By the end we were 
convinced we had imagined the restaurant.
We never found the Thai restaurant. In the end we went to a small café that I am sure I could never find again. It was tucked 
in a small corner but was a quaint little place with a European feel.  All was going well until it start to pour and neither of us 
had raincoats or umbrellas with us. Like I said earlier we both have terrible memories when it comes to direction. She had to 
get back to school so we had no choice but to venture out into the downpour and attempt to find where we had parked. Again 
we did not check what street we parked.
Walking in the rain for twenty minutes puts you in a surprisingly good mood. It was not the first time we had wondered 
around lost so we were not worried. Instead be upset about the rain we laughed for almost all of the twenty minutes it took 
us to re-find the car. Now that we had found the car we needed to find the university. Somehow I got us to the far back of 
the school. I had never been to that part of the school and had no idea how to get us to the part I was used to. Again it took 
us a good deal of time to find somewhere I recognized and then to find parking. Finally we were parked in an area of the 
school I knew. I was able to get us to my dorm where we dried off and had some nice hot Irish breakfast tea.  All in all it was 
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a great day!
1 Response to “A Birthday”
Feed for this Entry 
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 1 lexireeve October 26, 2009 at 2:50 PM 
Oh I can totally understand how you feel! My friends call me navigationally challenged  So I get lost a lot, but you learn not to worry about it so 
much! I’m sure that you will find the Thai food restaurant again someday!
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The Haunting of Earl
Published September 17, 2009 A Day in the Life , Humorous 3 Comments  
Tags: Campus History, Earl 
I was working with my co Shiva on McClure posters in the Earl classroom several days ago and I was asking questions about 
what her experience being an RA was like when we came to, what I must admit, was a completely unexpected topic; 
the alleged haunting of our residence hall. It just so happens that RAs frequently visit the basement of our complex on 
their rounds to make sure all is in order. Now, for those of you who don’t know, our basement is slighty creepy as it is; low 
ceilings, shadows, dim light, odd noises from the machinery, you name it. Anyway, Shiva was telling me that her rounds in 
the basement were highly weird.
“I don’t like being down there at all. Late at night, everything is much more creepy,” she was telling me as she was cutting 
out door decs, “especially the mural of Michael Jackson.”
I paused. “What?” She stopped cutting. “The mural. Of Michael Jackson.”
I was confused. “A mural? In the basement?” She just looked at me.
“The mural of Michael Jackson. In our basement. You’ve never seen it?”
“No, not ever. Really? There’s a mural of a dead pop star in our basement?”
She stood up. “Well, it was obviously painted before he died stupid. But yes, there is, and I can’t believe you haven’t seen it. 
Let’s go.” I laughed and followed her. We went down the stairs and into the basement, over by the second stairwell, next 
to the laundry room, where, sure enough…
“Hahaha, a mural of Michael Jackson. Who would have thought?” I gazed at the mural, taking it in. I guess I had never 
noticed it before. Shiva was right; it was creepy. No silhouette, weird eyebrows and piercing eyes. I was smirking like an idiot 
thinking of who would paint such a thing while Shiva just stared.
When we came back to the Earl classroom, I asked Shiva what, despite the odd appearance of the mural, was weird. She 
shrugged.
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“Late at night. On rounds. Weird things happen. I never go near it.”
Michael Jackson did some weird things in his life so I wondered what he could be doing in death.
“Dude, the eyes move,” said Shiva. “They follow you.”
I laughed. “What?! Are you serious? Really? Really?!” She didn’t laugh; she glared. I stopped laughing.
“A student died in Stafford-Young many years ago. My former SRA, Susan, worked with the former complex director of Earl, 
named Drew. At Halloween one year, Drew facilitated a program with a ghost whisperer. He was sure to take her to Earl. 
When she finished with the rest of campus, she came to the Earl basement. To Michael Jackson. She stayed there awhile and 
then told us that it was the most haunted place on campus. Stop it!”
I was grinning from ear to ear. “Shiva, you don’t think Michael Jackson is haunting Earl?”
“No, I don’t,” she replied,” but it could be anything. That’s all I’m saying. Its creepy.”
Though I don’t believe any of it, nor do I put any stock in ghost “whisperers,” a student did die in Stafford-Young. And you 
know what else is creepy? I can’t stop thinking about it.
Micheal Jackson. On the wall of my basement. Who watches people at night.
Creepy.
3 Responses to “The Haunting of Earl”
Feed for this Entry 
1.  
 1 alicehevans October 25, 2009 at 12:22 PM 
I agree the painting of Jackson is super creepy, who decided to paint that and why? Who thought it would be a good idea to put it up?!
Log in to Reply 
2.  
 2 mvilleneuve October 25, 2009 at 3:33 PM 
I know, right? That’s just it – no one knows who painted it or when. There’s no signature or anything that I know of. It’s just…there.
Log in to Reply 
3.  
 3 Noor Al-Muhaifeed October 25, 2009 at 11:07 PM 
Poor Shiva.
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Fa Sho Pimp
Published October 25, 2009 General 3 Comments  
Colin Deaver
(Note: Some names in this story have been changed for privacy purposes) 
The day after I arrived on campus, and the day before the Ducks game against Cal, I was eating lunch with my friends Rob 
Jewett and Ryan Hagen in Barnhart, one of two dorms off campus. Barnhart is the place where most freshman athletes stay, 
and being the geek that I am, I was really hoping to see some of the football players there before the game so I could say 
hello to him.
As soon as we walked in, I noticed Wide Receiver Jordan Cushing getting food while also talking to one of the staff members 
about how he was enjoying his time on campus so far. He seemed like a nice enough guy, so I as I walked by I decided to 
say hello to him.
“Whats up man? You ready for tomorrow?” I said.
“Definitely. The place is gonna be rocking. I’m just upset I can’t play,” said Jordan.
“Oh that’s right. You’re redshirting this year. Its that knee injury from training camp that slowed you down right? Did they not 
wanna rush you in to it too fast or something?”
“Ya, well it wasn’t just that, there were some problems that I had to go home for during camp, and that was another reason. 
So unless someone gets hurt, I’ll be redshirting this year. I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”
“Ya sorry, my names Colin. Nice to meet you man.”
“Definitely. Hey and if you ever need tickets hit me up aight? I get tickets for every game. Have a good one!”
“You too! Thanks a lot.”
When we finished talking, I made my way over to where Ryan and Rob were sitting and they asked me about what had just 
happened. I told them about his offering me tickets if I ever needed them, and they thought it was really cool, as did I. I 
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thought that the exchange was over, until a few minutes later.
“Hey!” called Jordan.
I looked up, and he was motioning for me to come over and talk to him. I got up, trying to control my excitement over the 
fact that an Oregon football player was telling ME to come talk to HIM.
“Hey man, I just wanted to tell you that if you ever want to party, I’d be down,” said Jordan.
“Sweet. That’d be really cool,” I said.
“For sure. So here’s my phone number if you ever want to hit me up.”
As I put his number in my phone, I thought for sure that I was going to pee myself. I then offered my number to him and he 
accepted.
“Aight cool man. Any time you wanna party just hit me up,” said Jordan.
“Sweet, I might take you up on that man,” I said.
“Have fun at the game tomorrow, should be a good one. And if you ever want tickets, don’t even hesitate to ask.”
“Cool. Thanks man!”
The next night, after Oregon stomped on Cal 42-3, I texted Jordan to see what he was up to that night. Ryan, Rob and I 
thought it would be cool to hang out with the football team after they got as big a win as they did. We waited… and waited… 
and waited. Jordan did not text back. I had lost all hope, until about two hours later when I got a reply saying, “Who dis?”
“This is Colin, the kid you talked to yesterday at Barnhart. We were wondering if you were wanting to chill,” I texted back.
“Fa sho pimp. I’m gettin’ my hair done, I’ll hit you up in 45.”
When Jordan said this, I said “Ok,” but I knew it was worthless to expect to get to hang out with the football team that night. 
Jordan did not hit me up in 45; in fact, I think he meant 45 days. This last text he sent me has become a joke between me 
and my friends, and I often say “Fa sho pimp” in response to questions from people, and it is the name of our intramural 
football team. I still get a kick out of it every time I hear it or say it.
3 Responses to “Fa Sho Pimp”
Feed for this Entry 
1.  
 1 mvilleneuve October 25, 2009 at 10:30 PM 
Colin, I’m not supposed to play favorites but I think your story is my favorite so far. You’ve got a great writing style and I can totally envision this 
going down –and I find it entertaining. Fo sho.
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Log in to Reply 
2.  
 2 8cupsoftea October 26, 2009 at 12:54 AM 
I agree with Matt. I read part of this to my roommate and she was cracking up. That would be awesome if you could actually get tickets from him 
because this online system is hit or miss…
Log in to Reply 
3.  
 3 krislynm October 26, 2009 at 9:36 PM 
XD I like this story. It humors me..hahaha, “humors me” who says that?! Anyway..this was a great story..and that is true getting tickets online sucks. 
I logged on 3 hours ahead of time and kept refreshing my page yesterday, then a few minutes before 6P the site puts me on hold! =O
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Breakfast In Eugene
Published October 25, 2009 Humorous 2 Comments  
Jimmy Albright
Yesterday when we finally got up after staying up very late the last two nights we decided to go get lunch since it was already 
12:30. So Jeff, Jake, Rob, and I got ready and started heading over to Dux. On the short walk from McClure to Dux we could 
smell a delicious breakfast cooking somewhere. Everyone started craving some eggs, hash browns, and pancakes.
Then Jake said, “Dude, we should go to the Original Pancake House.”
“Oooooo!!! Let’s go” the rest of us agreed.
On the way over we started walking down 13th Street and had to wonder in the middle of the street for a bit because we 
wanted to avoid one of those annoying clipboard workers that stops you and talks to you for way to long. The conversation in 
a group was all about the football game next week on Halloween against USC, and the winner to go to the Rose Bowl. We 
started heading down Alder Street and were about to cross 11th Street when we realized there was no crosswalk and that it 
was going to take forever to cross. But just as we got there no cars were coming from either direction.
“How lucky was that?” Jeff stated.
“I know” Jake said.
“God wants us to go here for breakfast” Rob remarked.
Then a horn followed by a loud, shrill scream was all were heard. The next thing we saw was Rob on the ground. He had been 
hit by a bus that came out of no where. The three of us stood there, just shocked. No one knew what to do. We started 
panicking and yelling for help but we figured it was already too late.
That didn’t really happen. That is just what I told everyone was going to happen after Rob had made that statement. 
Everyone laughed at my cruel joke.
We kept walking and we almost there. Our mouths started watering. Since Rob had never been there (not a surprise to any of 
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us) we were describing what you could get and how good the food was.
“I’m going to get the chocolate chip pancakes because the strawberries aren’t in season so those won’t taste as good” I said.
“I don’t know what I’m going to get” Jake replied. “It is all so good.”
We finally got there and because of our great luck, it was packed. We still had high hopes and didn’t think it was going to be 
that long of a wait until we were told it was at least a 30 minutes wait.
“Uh, I don’t want to wait that long” Jeff exclaimed.
“I’m not waiting that long either. Jake, where else can we eat?” I asked.
“We could go to Maple Garden. Umm, Starbucks, Quiznos. IHOP but its really far away. Sub Shop, Burrito Amigos, or Qdoba.”
“Uh, I really want breakfast” complained Rob.
We started walking back towards 13th Street since that is back towards campus and there are a lot of food places there. We 
were walking across a bridge that went over the little river and I said “Hey Rob, I’ll give you ten dollars if you jump into that 
river.”
“Okay!” And he ran down the bank and jumped and in came running back. We were all laughing our asses off. He came back 
soaking wet and shivering because it was pretty cold outside. It was so damn funny.
No. That didn’t really happen. That was just one of my crazy daydreams I always have since my mind is so messed up and 
I’m such a weird kid.
Down the street we walked until we were by Burrito Amigos and spotted a sign that said they had breakfast burritos. So 
everyone agreed we could all get something from there we wanted. We crossed the street and opened the door and we 
immediately frustrated again. The door had an open sign on it but the restaurant was closed. Their hours sign told us they 
were not open on Sundays.
“Of course it is closed” Jeff said in disgust.
After all this, Jake and Rob went to Maple Garden and Jeff and I went to Quiznos. I had a tasty sandwich but it does not come 
close to what I would have had at The Original Pancake House. However, we did learn a valuable lesson that day. If you want 
to have breakfast, especially at a place as popular as The Original Pancake House, you need to get started with your plans 
before 12:30 on a Sunday when everyone is trying to do the same thing.
2 Responses to “Breakfast In Eugene”
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I like how your mind wanders here. Ever seen Scrubs? I’m reminded of how the protagonist always find himself living out his daydreams in his head. 
Or Family Guy, for that matter. Its an entire show about tangents. Good story. And there’s always Barnhart brunch!
Log in to Reply 
2.  
 2 sp2k9 October 26, 2009 at 2:27 PM 
I think that life would be better if things like your daydreams happened in real life. (The bet about jumping in the river…not the crazy bus crash, 
though rereading the paragraph, you said that was a joke, not a daydream)
And your life is definitely way more eventful than mine since coming here, I’ve just stayed in my room the entire time.
~Molly
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Video Games, Porn, and Breakdowns
Published October 26, 2009 General Leave a Comment  
The two boys walked along jovially, exited at the prospect of new video games and the fun times sure to come of them.  They 
dashed across the road, ignoring the little bleeping voice that cried “Wait!” after them; speeding cars were of no concern to 
these adventurers. They set off on the bus, talking about good times and friends of the past. They hit up the gaming store, 
only to find that the games they wanted weren’t in stock – how tragic. So while one continued looking for another game, the 
first boy went to the shop next door, where a pretty hippie girl with dreadlocks worked. She had smiled at him as he walked 
past the window, and he wouldn’t miss a chance to enjoy a conversation with such a fun person again. They chitchatted about 
professors, jobs, credit loads – all the things college students can always find interesting relations in. Before long, sadly, the 
bus was there, and they headed back home. The first student had just sat down and started doing his homework when the 
phone rang.
“Hey dude,” said his friend. “So, that PSP I just bought? Yeah, it’s loaded with really offensive porn and also locked with an 
access code. Want to come with me to return it?”. Of course, he wouldn’t pass up the chance for another foray off into 
Eugene. So they set out again, returning the tainted goods and discovering a GameStop lurked in the Valley River Center. So 
they decided to lay in wait for the bus and check out this mall. To tide them over while they waited, they purchased delicious 
pink and yellow Sobes, along with some cheesy sunflower seeds – good stuff. However, the failure of a cashier could barely 
speak English and couldn’t get the concept of “paying for this separately”. Then some random, crazy looking guy poked them 
in the back and said, “hey, you drop this?”, to which they looked around and couldn’t see a thing. But the guy kept smiling, 
and finally they noticed he was holding his hand in the “O.K.” position at his side, at which he laughed hilariously and 
wandered off. Totally a reminder of back home for the both of them – bus stations equal CRAZY FOLK!
Then came the inevitable wait for the bus; one read Shakespeare for homework, the other people watched. While doing so, 
he noticed a lady security guard with gaudy blue dreadlocks – go hippies! By the time the bus had arrived, half the seeds 
were gone. So they boarded, noticing with interest the four pretty girls who boarded after them. However, the bus ride was 
full of old people talking about the silliest things, like how one man could fit both his feet in one of his nephews shoes. The 
boys learned they had taken the long way – D’oh! – from a man who seemed to think himself high and mighty due to his 
masterful knowledge of the bus system, but hey, you gotta win sometimes. One of aforementioned girls had by now been 
glancing over at one of the boys for some time, although he was too shy to smile back; damn his lack of social skills, the poor 
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man.
Eventually the bus reached the mall, by which time it was dark. They wandered around inside, seeing familiar stores and not-
so-familiar stores. Gamestop was full of people, but still sadly no game for the first boy. However, the porn-shocked second 
boy got his game, but lack of funds caused him to leave without the system to play it. As they walked back, they checked out 
the candy store, and almost didn’t resist the temptation of a giant bag of candy – after all, Halloween wasn’t too far off, and 
November 1st is a damn good time to get LOTS of candy for LOW prices. While awaiting the bus, one noticed a gaggle of 
girls, all with different colored hair: one blue, one green, one red, and so forth. He sighed over them mentally, then went 
back to staring at the rain. When the bus eventually showed, it ran for about five minutes. Then “KAPUT!” went the engine, 
and into inky blackness they sank. Huzzah for iPods and the joy of Solitare – at least for one of them. After a while, the driver 
managed to fix what was wrong – lucky he knew what he was doing – and they were on their way again.
After almost getting off on the wrong side of campus, they walked down towards home, chatting about various subjects: art, 
women, wine (just kidding: actually about video games, women, and food). They were about to part ways when one noticed 
an intriguing sight: a girl dancing on her bed, in her underwear, a mere 50 yards away. They oggled for a moment, then 
clapped as she got down. Although startled, she and her roommate then got BACK on the beds (roomie was also in her 
underwear) and went back to dancing. After a few minutes, the boys decided the testosterone was too much, and parted 
ways for the night. With a final wolf howl of “ow ow OW!” and a smatter of laughter from the dancing girls, the first boy 
collapsed into his bed, warm and dry, to await the next day. As he drifted off, he thought to himself: “College is some good 
times”, and slipped into dreamland with a smile on his face.
-Colin Oliveira
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My Favorite Experience So Far…
Published October 25, 2009 General 1 Comment  
Kelsey Marhsall-Martin
Almost everyone had a hectic first day here. Boxes upon boxes, televisions, tons of lamps, and anything we can cram into our 
small (or large) rooms we were hauling up and down stairs.
Like everyone, my experience of move-in day bagun before the drive here. I live two hours away (near Portland) so I stuffed 
a bunch of stuff into my Mom’s cute little blue car and my parents and I crawled into the packed car.
“I can’t believe you’re bringing this much crap, Kelsey,” my parents said.
Once we got here, as everyone knows, there was an abundance of people here. I looked around to see if I knew anyone, but 
all I saw were people with more stuff than me! There were SUV’s and Vans with tons of things in them and I even saw a U-
Haul!
Once we found a spot to park, we carried things up slowly. The biggest thing I have in my room is my mini-fridge that my 
Dad carried up by himself. He was tired, so my Mom and I went back to the car.
We closed the door of the car, turned around and now there was a man with a huge smile on his face carrying a camera, and 
a microphone.
The guy from channel 9 news said, “Hello! Would you two mind if I talked to you both about move-in day of college?”
She and I looked at each other with excitement/I don’t know about this guy yet kind of look. But we did it anyway.
The guy asked my Mom how she felt about me going to college and yes or n questions such as, “Are you sad?” She answered 
them all very quickly and now it was my turn. My face turned that reddish color when you are having a cough attack. I was 
slightly sweating, or maybe more of a glisten, from walking up and down four flights of stairs. I was tired from the night 
before because I stayed up too late thinking of how my first  move-in day was going to be like. I was a disaster.
“So, what’s your name? Please spell all of it.”
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“My name is Kelsey Marshall-Martin. K-E-L-S-E-Y….M-A-R-S-H….uhhh…A-L-L….M-A…..crap….R-T-I-N,” I said nervously.
He kept asking me all these questions for almost 10 minutes and apparently I was on the news later on. I didn’t see it but my 
friend did.
After we were done, my Mother and I began to walk back and took a short-cut to get there faster. We met up with my Dad 
right beside the Living and Learning Center North and started walking between the two LLC’s.
“Oh my Goodness. Guys, that’s the UO’s new President!” I whispered to my parents as we walked past him. I turned my head 
around casually and he looked right into the core of my eyes. I couldn’t just walk away.
“Hey! My name is Richard,” he said in a friendly voice.
I introduced myself and as did my parents. We spoke for a few minutes about what my plans are here at the Univesity of 
Oregon. There were at least a dozen people gathered around us taking photos, recording or listening. But the one person I 
did not see standing behind me was The Duck.
Inside my mind I flipped out! I have always been so afraid of mascots. I have no idea why they scare me, they just do. But 
for the sake of trying not to make an awkward impression on front of all these people, I grew some and hugged the Duck. He 
squeezed me, and I pulled away.
After all of the awkwardness and the crying when my parents had drove off, I met up with my new roommate, Monica, and I 
went out to eat and we fixed up our room until it was time to meet up with our hall in the lounge.
As we were walking down the stairs, the fire alarm went off. Everyone had to evacute the entire Earl complex.
“The building’s on FIRE!!!” some crazy girl yelled.
“It’s just a drill,” another said.
We couldn’t go back into the building for 2 hours so we gathered in the lawn. We found out we were missing the meeting in 
Columbia. None of us could find this mythical building in the dark for at least an hour!
But what we came to find out after at least 15 of us were late for our meeting that it was just a power surge that made the 
fan smoke.
What an introDUCKtion.
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1 Response to “My Favorite Experience So Far…”
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 1 mvilleneuve October 25, 2009 at 10:23 PM 
Well, you met the President and the mascot on the same day. I’ve done neither. Ever. 
Lucky duck.
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One would think that when you go off to college, you will be attacked by a huge horde of sicknesses. Well, that is true. And of 
course, only the worst happens when you combine the sickness with trying to live alone for the first time of your life.
So it all starts off on the first Monday of the school year. Just another day for the typical freshman, minus the confusion. At 
the end of the day, I began to feel that weird sensation in the back of my throat. I knew I was fighting off being sick, and I 
really didn’t want to start off the year playing catch-up with 18 units-worth of classes. I would have thought that the next day 
would have been a breeze, since I only have two classes- Greek and Writing. The key words here are ‘would have’.
Getting up for Greek was like trying to bench-press a cow; It was hard. After nearly getting run over by three bicyclists 
walking under the EMU, I plopped down into my seat, ready to try to absorb whatever my professor was going to throw at 
me. My ideas of that quickly disappeared when I began to sweat profusely, and then shivering violently. I thought that it was 
just the open windows that was causing my shivering, so I dismissed it as nothing. After class, I trudged back to the dorm, 
where I set down my backpack on the floor and crashed onto the bed.
My roommate woke me up a couple hours later, wondering if I had any classes that I might have missed. Panicking, I looked 
at my cell phone, which read 1:30. I had class in a half of an hour, so I thanked my roommate and got out of bed; it was only 
then that I realized that I was drenched. Apparently, I had a really bad fever, but of course I couldn’t grasp that. So off I 
went to my writing class. I was exhausted when I reached the classroom, and no matter how hard I tried to stay awake, I 
couldn’t. The next thing I new, my professor was shouting my name, “MISTER BOEN!!!”, telling me off for sleeping in class. 
By that time, I had no idea what was going on, so I really didn’t care. When class was out, I decided that it was probably time 
for me to go the Health Center on campus.
Upon returning to the dorm, I called the number for the Health Center. After telling the nurse what my symptoms were, she 
delivered some startling and rather unfortunate news.
“So I think that you should come in. You have lost a lot of water, and we would like to get you tested for the H1N1 virus, 
which you know is a large problem at the moment,” said the nurse on the phone.
“Um…ok. Do you want me to come in now?” I asked.
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“If that is fine with you. I-” she cuts off and starts whispering to someone. By that time, I was getting rather anxious about 
this whole affair.
“Sir, we close in five minutes. I’m afraid that you can’t come in.”
“Wait…what? So what am I supposed to do?” I said, starting to panic slightly.
“Well, do you know where the Urgent Care is? It’s a little ways off campus. Not very far.”
“No. I really don’t know where anything is.”
“Oh, ok. Well, you go on 13th and head down a little ways until you reach….” By this time, I was tuning her out. I really just 
wanted to get better, so I stopped her, and said that I can go. Thanking her for her time, I hung up the phone and got some 
new clothes on and went into the room across the hall where my friend Jimmy lives. I told him that I was going to the 
hospital, and I would be back in a few, since my roommate was in class. Since he too is not from Oregon, he didn’t know 
where the hospital was, so I went off in that general direction, hoping I could find it.
Well, let me tell you that the description of “a little ways” was a bit off of the mark. The Urgent Care building turned out to be 
five blocks away. When I reached the hospital, I was really relieved, because I was really tired and was slightly stumbling 
because I hadn’t had anything to eat that whole day. Disappointed it wasn’t the Urgent Care building, I wandered off, starting 
to become a little light-headed. Finally, after what seemed like a century, I reached my destination- the Urgent Care building. 
I was so happy that I sped-walked over and threw open the door. What I saw made my stomach plummet. It was PACKED. I 
began to think ‘No…f%cking…way….’, and walked up to the desk. After they saw me and asked what my symptoms were, 
they told me that I should go to the hospital right away.
I then asked in a very monotone voice, “Is there an ambulance that can come pick me up?”, and I was told that since it was 
such a short distance, it would hardly matter. Yeah, sure, it didn’t matter. To them. So off I went to the hospital. Finally, 
FINALLY, when I reached the hospital, they saw me straight away when they saw me. After a brief examination and some 
blood samples, they told me that they were going to put fluid into me, which I was totally fine with. After three bags worth of 
the stuff, I was told that I didn’t have the H1N1, but just the regular flu. Right then, I got a text from my roommate that read 
“Dude, are you ok?” I looked at the clock. It was 8:45. I left the campus around four. It took him nearly four hours to realize 
that I wasn’t to be found. I told him I was fine, just at the hospital. You, know, the normal response.
Soon after this, I was released, and I got to walk back to the dorm. Happy times. When I got back to my room, everyone 
starting saying that they though I was dead, that I should have asked for a ride, that they thought they were going to find 
me passed out on the sidewalk. Real pleasant thoughts. Of course, it is kind of funny now, but the main moral of this story is 
that when you get sick, make sure you get a ride to the hospital, don’t walk.
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Jessica Fix
In the fall, most students live and breathe football. With the Ducks’ recent wins, there’s more pressure than ever to attend a 
game at Autzen. Those who have been lucky enough to go to the games come back with their morale high, their faces 
painted (or sunburned in some cases), and more than a little school spirit. It’s enough to make any Ducks fan eager to join in 
the camaraderie.
Too bad this duck hasn’t been to a single game…UNTIL NOW! 
Try as I might in the past, I have been unsuccessful at getting football tickets. For a while, there was debate about whether 
or not “refreshing” the page was good or bad, but I’ve decided that my lack of tickets has nothing to do with goducks.com, 
it’s mainly because my computer is Satan and my Internet connection is no bueno. So, today, the Sunday before the game, I 
pulled up the website at 5:30pm, only to see that I got the dreaded “Please Wait” page that basically means that you waited 
too long to log on and now everybody and their dog is doing the same thing. Meanwhile, my roommate, Yating had opened 
up the page at the same time as me, had gotten through to the log in section and was waiting for tickets to go on sale. In 
that thirty-minute time period, she was able to log in multiple times while my computer flashed its “better luck next time” 
message in my face.
The pressure mounted higher and higher in our room as the entire hall fell silent, waiting for the clock to hit 6pm. Yating 
couldn’t stand the tension, so she hula hooped while we waited, and prayed to God that we would get tickets. Meanwhile, 
convinced I wouldn’t be going to yet another game, I cranked up some tunes, like A-Ha’s “Take On Me” and Aretha Franklin’s 
“Respect” to lighten the atmosphere. I wasn’t going to be the Debbie Downer in this situation.
Finally 6 o’clock rolled around and with no problem, Yating was able to log in and get her ticket. She turned to me and said, 
“I’m not going alone! We’re getting you a ticket!” Then she turned back to her computer, quickly logged out, entered my 
information, and after some intense waiting, secured me a ticket as well! After that there was a lot of jumping around and 
high-fiving as we celebrated our luck. Some neighbors heard us and dropped by to lament that they had not gotten tickets. 
So what did we do? Yating, the pro, logged three other people in and was able to get each of them tickets to the game on her 
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computer. Needless to say, there was a lot of celebrating after that.
By 6:10pm almost everyone on our hall had gotten a ticket, and had congregated in the hallway to chat about how excited 
they were for the game. All the while, my computer screen would not let me go past the “Please Wait” page, but I felt like I 
defeated it anyway, and learned a very valuable lesson in the process—Chinese computers are superior to American 
computers.
I win this round Mac!
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Danny Cobb
It was an average Wednesday afternoon for me in my dorm room in McClure. I was dredging through homework when 
suddenly I heard a tapping on my window. I turned to the window to find a Caucasian dirty blond boy around my age  waving 
at me. I returned the wave and said hello through the open window of my room then turned back to my work. A moment 
later, out of the corner of my eye, I caught an object flying into my room. I turned my head to the object, then back to the 
window in time to see the dirty blond boy running away from my room like a gazelle from a ravenous lion. I quickly closed the 
window and walked over to the object that now lay on my roommate Robbie’s bed. It was a wind-up musical plush clown toy.
I decided to keep it to show Robbie and share my story. When Robbie returned, he took one look at the clown and threw it 
away immediately threw it away, but an hour later, Robbie opened his closet to find the clown waiting for him. He cursed 
loudly and threw the clown in the outside disposal bin, but two hours later the clown was back in our room. The clown was 
once again thrown away, but two days later, my neighbor Dexter found the clown sitting on his bed when he came back from 
class.
Of course people stated that the entire clown incident was a joke played by various people, but no one dares to ask what 
provoked the young man to through the clown into McClure to begin with, and what provoked others to return the clown to 
McClure. There is only one logical reason, the clown was possessed by one of the spirits of Earl, and it will use everyone who 
touches it to bring it to rest.
 Other than the clown, I have not experienced any tell-tale signs of a haunting, such as voices, flickering lights, footsteps, or 
others, but at night, the halls seem to come alive. I have done laundry at night twice so far, and I always shiver because of a 
random feeling of sudden fear. Nonetheless, I only get that feeling in the halls, especially the ones around Sheldon. I have no 
real reason to shiver for I am neither cold nor afraid, yet there is always a spot where I have to shiver. Whether this is the 
ghost of Earl or if I am simply going insane, both are plausible. I have not seen any ghost, nor do I know who or what haunts 
Earl, but the ghost must be slightly amiable since all encounters other people have had with the ghost have not been violent.
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Lol, I like how this clown keeps reappearing. Random? Next you might see lipstick on the mirrors. Speaking of clowning around, where is it now?!
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 2 dpcobb November 3, 2009 at 3:36 PM 
We threw it away and we haven’t seen it since. It is probably in some other dorm hall by now.
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As a student from California going to University of Oregon, I heard nothing but hell from friends and family about what my 
experience was REALLY going to be like…
“So Oregon, huh? Heard it rains a lot there. And you’re okay with that?”
“Hope you packed good shoes.”
“You got accepted to UCSD and UCSB. Lots of blondes and sun in So Cal.”
Now, I’m from the Bay Area (Northern California around San Francisco, for those who don’t know yet), so I thought I had a 
pretty good handle over weather. The sky was hardly clear over San Francisco, and we had our good share of fog and clouds 
where I lived in San Mateo. When it rained, it would sprinkle non-stop for 3 days, or just come down like buckets for an 
afternoon. So I thought I was ready for whatever Oregon had to throw at me. I pooh-poohed all the naysayers and told them 
I’d be fine, that it wasn’t as bad as they’d heard, and I’d get back to them with proof.
I had my proof the first week of freshman year. That week could not have been more beautiful, with the sun shining and the 
bluest sky I’ve seen in awhile. I showed off my brutally sunburned, cheering face after my first Autzen experience to all my 
friends online, and they had to admit they were impressed. Also embarrassed at my stupidity for forgetting sunscreen, but 
impressed.
Then the rain came the first few days of classes, but even then, I was on my high horse. It wasn’t that bad, nothing worse 
than what I experienced back at home. I felt comfortable here, rain or shine. Just like back home in California.
Then came Saturday, October 17…
I went out downtown to Saturday Market with a group of friends. Two were my best friends from back home in San Mateo, 
one was from Santa Cruz, and another was a Salem, OR native. The sky was pretty clear that day, and the temperature was 
nice, so we all wore jeans, t-shirt, and maybe a light sweatshirt for one or two of us. We walked down to the market, spent a 
few hours looking around, and started to head back. We stopped by a video game store so I could buy a new controller for 
my Gamecube. As I was making the purchase, I heard what sounded like the U of O marching band drumline multiplied by 20 
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coming from outside the door. Sure enough, when we looked outside, there were solid sheets of rain coming down and 
showing no signs of stopping. We stood there under the eaves of the store, wondering what the hell were we going to do.
I saw the Eugene bus stop across the street and praised Ahura Mazda for our good fortune. But as I suggested it to my 
friends and began to walk over, they stayed where they were.
“You can go on the bus by yourself, if you want. We should totally walk back, guys! Let’s do it!”
45 minutes later, absolutely soaked to the bone, we trudged under the EMU and back to our dorms. We stopped to take a 
smiling picture of the remaining four who came back (our SC friend stayed behind to run some errands, poor guy) and I 
mimed the look of a cat after it was forced to take a bath: my eyes had the look of murder in them. But as I promptly 
changed clothes in my dorm and threw my newly soaked jeans and jeans jacket into the dryer, I felt somewhat content. I had 
survived my first big Oregon rainstorm, with little psychological damage sustained. I felt cleansed, fresh, baptized in the 
water that made my hair a dampened mess and chilled me to the bone. When I go home to swap stories with my friends over 
break, they can talk about surfing in La Jolla or volleyball on the beach however much they please. This was the experience 
that really made me feel like I was somewhere new. I shook my long hair wildly, and my last thoughts as a pompous 
Californian flew out with the water droplets and lay to rest with the puddle on the floor.
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The third day of my freshman year of college started out like any other day. Get up, get dressed, go to class. Little did I know 
that the day would change as swiftly as the bicyclists moving through campus.
On Thursdays, I have two morning discussions until eleven and then I’m free to roam until my Spanish class at five.
Roaming is exactly what I did. I wandered around, almost got hit by 50 bikes (stupid freshman mistake, I assumed that the 
sidewalk was for walking and the street was for bikes and cars. Silly me.) I went to lunch at the EMU, got lost at least twice in 
that crazy thing people call a building, and ended my journey back at McClure around two.
The rest of the afternoon went by alarmingly quick and I would like to argue that I was too involved with my homework to 
realize how quickly the time had gone, but that would be lying because I didn’t have any homework. I was just surfing the 
web/hulu/facebook haphazardly.
I accidentally made myself late and I had to rush to get to class on time, which was a first for me. (I’m one of the students 
that are already sitting in class when you think you’re getting to class early.)
There were so many obstacles on my way to that darn Spanish class. My lanyard with my keys got wrapped around a 
doorknob, causing me to be yanked back as if I were a yo-yo. I realized my backpack zipper was open halfway to class, which 
had caused several papers to fly out, causing me to backtrack. But, the biggest obstacle of all was The Sidewalk Recruiter.
This recruiter guy seemed friendly enough. He had a colorful scarf wrapped around his neck and a harmless clipboard in his 
hands. His comrades were close by with the same sort of style. I had seen several of these recruiter type people in the few 
days that I had been in Eugene, so I thought I knew how to handle it.
“Ok,” I thought, “just avoid eye contact and he’ll know that you’re on your way to class or you don’t want to talk.”
“Would you like to save the earth?” said this man.
How blunt could he be! No “Would you like to sign a petition to stop global warming?” or “Could I ask you a few questions 
about your recycling habits?” Not even a “Would you like to HELP save the earth?” He was asking me if I wanted to save the 
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earth. As if I was the only one that had the resources and ability to do so. This guy had some nerve.
One thing you should know about me…when I get caught in a spur of the moment situation (such as this one) I get a deer in 
the headlights sort of look and tend to say the first thing that comes to mind. In this case, it was,
“Uhm, no thank you.”
This answer didn’t seem to faze the guy and he had enough bravado to reply cattily, “Wow, really? It would really mean  a 
lot.”
I then asked, “Well can I help save the world tomorrow?” I said this as I was slowly walking backward in the direction toward 
my class.
Another catty response: “I need your help today. We’re not going to be doing this tomorrow.”
Again with the deer in the headlights: “I’m sorry, I have to go to class.” I turned away quickly, but not quickly enough to miss 
an eye roll as if to say, “of course she can’t help save the world, she’s too rude and lazy.”
I then walked the rest of the way to class with a feeling of dismay. Maybe I did have enough time to try and save the world. I 
would like to say that I skipped class to talk to The Recruiter Man. Or that I saw him again, made amends, and did help save 
the earth. But that is not how this story ends.
And now I’ll never know if I could have saved the world.
5 Responses to “On My Way to Class…”
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Hahaha I can totally relate to three things in the story – the bikes on the sidewalk, the lanyard getting stuck on doors (embarassing? Yes.) and being 
heckled. This is why I always hame my mp3 player when I walk to class – otherwise, if there are a lot of hecklers in the vicinity, I will get out my cell 
phone and pretend to talk. Save the earth my ass!
Log in to Reply 
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 2 hamachek October 26, 2009 at 12:11 AM 
I know exactly what you are talking about!! As Matt said I can relate to all 3, except it is normally the long boarders who aim directly at me until I 
jump off the path. My lanyard is around my neck and I’ve mad the mistake of letting go off the door while my keys are in it and having my entire body 
yanked with the door. I never talk to the surveyors, they normally ask me over and over to talk to them so after 1 or 2 times I know which answers 
they are looking for (for example the voting guy always ask me to register and get my friends to register so if I’m with friends I tell them to say 
they’ve registered so he doesn’t chase us-sorry America, they will have to register at a later point.) Finding the opposite answer is key, but I always 
wish them the best of luck because that is a tricky job.
Log in to Reply 
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 3 krislynm October 26, 2009 at 11:04 AM 
Hahaha. That happened to me except I was on my way to get money. I didn’t know he was with those people that were doing that, then he asked me 
if I, “had just one minute to help save the earth.” Honestly I was going to give him exactly 60 seconds to talk but I had to get to class after I got my 
money. I just told him, “no thank you, I’m kind of in a hurry.” I figured he probably thought I didn’t care about “saving the earth.” But really, I recycle 
and turn the water off when I’m not using it, normally I don’t do any of it. Back home I didn’t, but then I came here and I see recycling is a “big” thing 
around here so I figured I do my share to help the environment. Hahaha. Isn’t that good enough? plus if you think about it, whatever paper he was 
holding for this “save the earth” thing, that’s a waste of trees. Hahaha.
Log in to Reply 
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 4 mvilleneuve October 26, 2009 at 11:25 AM 
Exactly, it IS a waste of trees!
I just ignore them but one time I lied. It backfired. A lot of people will ask you to register to vote in Oregon but I want to vote back home in 
Washington. So some guy came up to me and asked, “Are you an Oregon voter?” And I was like, he probably wants me to register, so I said, “Yes, I 
am.” And he replied, “Great, then can you sign this petition for the distribution of medical marijuana in Oregon?” 
I was pissed. But I was stuck in my lie, so I signed the petition. Don’t tell anyone but that’s illegal lol.
Log in to Reply 
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 5 krislynm October 26, 2009 at 2:50 PM 
Hahaha. I passed one of those dudes, he asked me the same question except I told him the truth then said no thank you. That way it’s short and 
simple. Hahaha.
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When I was in high school, I couldn’t wait to get to college where there would be girls everywhere. For some reason I had the 
idea that these girls would be all over me and they would all be really hot. So when I got to orientation I had some pretty 
high expectations.  I was severely disappointed when I found out that although there were some beautiful young women, 
they weren’t all models.
Despite the fact that not every girl was a ten, I did find one at orientation that I liked.  Or at least I liked her for awhile…
Her name was — I’m not gonna say her name.  It did start with a ‘J’ though.  So I’m gonna call her J.  I met this girl J at 
orientation really randomly.  I think she was talking on the phone and then I decided to talk to her while she was on the 
phone because I thought it would be funny.  She thought it was funny too.  And so we hit it off.  We talked a lot and then we 
hung out and stuff and it was cool.  I was thinking to myself how cool it was that I had met a girl on like day one.  She was 
flirtatious and hot and pretty.  JACKPOT!
As J and I got to talking, she told me something that sort of changed the way I looked at her.  She told me that she was on 
parole.  I was totally shocked that this little angel was a vicious, baseball bat wielding, crackhead attacking assaulter.  I mean 
seriously, I didn’t expect this girl to be a crazy person.  The weird thing was even after I found out about her little escapade 
with the law I kept talking to her.  What was i thinking?? Oh yeah, she was hot.  That’s what I was thinking.  Well maybe that 
wasn’t my exact thought at the time, but I was willing to give this girl the benefit of the doubt because she did honestly seem 
like a good person.
Finally after a few hours of hanging out, it was bed time.  So I used some pimp line to get J’s phone number.  I don’t 
remember what it was, but it worked.  As I lay in my bed that night, I texted her and we continued our conversations we had 
started earlier that day.  She told me that she was gonna sleep in her friend John’s room because she didn’t like her 
roommate.  This didn’t bother me because J wasn’t like my girlfriend or anything so what would have I been able to say 
anyways?  So I finally said good night because I had to pick my classes the next day.
I saw J the next morning at the class picking thing.  What she told me made me want to have nothing to do with her.  I first 
saw her and she didn’t look good.  She had bags under her eyes and her makeup looked terrible.  She also sounded really 
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hoarse when I talked to her.  She had told her boyfriend (she had a boyfriend and didn’t tell me!!! wow!) that she spent the 
night in John’s room and had been arguing and screaming with her boyfriend all night.  Her boyfriend had then collected all 
her belongings that she had left at his house — which apparently was a lot of stuff– and had piled it together so that he could 
pour lighter fluid on it and set it on fire.  I didn’t know what to say at all.  All I know is I made sure I didn’t have any classes 
with this girl because she was bad news.
That was my first experience with college girls…
Possibly related posts: (automatically generated)
●     East to West College Girls are… well, you know the song
●     thanks College Sports
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WOW! What a memorable experience XD!
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Not For Freshman
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Being a freshman in college is very scary. Your whole life changes; location, friends, routines, pretty much everything is 
different and new. While in high school I had been involved with my youth group. I went on missions, attended weekly 
meetings, hosted a Bible study, attended a small group, and was a youth group leader for middle schoolers. Before I had left 
for college all of the adults in my town seemed to have bits of advice for me. I received advice on just about everything. 
Advice to study hard, to party hard, to stay true to myself, to be extra out going in the first week, and much, much more. 
The advice that I really took to heart was to find a supportive youth group.
On the second day of college I befriended a girl named Emily, Emily has an older brother at University of Oregon. Her brother 
was involved with Campus Crusade, prior to coming to college I had heard someone talk about Campus Crusade and it 
seemed like an organization that I wanted to participate in. On the third day Emily received a text from her brother, it said 
“Campus Crusade meeting- 3 pm, EMU.” Emily invited us to this meeting so a bunch of girls from her hall and I joined her. 
Most of these girls were not Christians, but they were interested in hearing about Campus Crusade.
We entered the EMU and Emily’s brother greeted us, he seemed surprised by all of Emily’s friends coming, but we thought 
nothing of it. We took the elevator up to the top floor, as I was walking to the room I kept looking around, wondering why 
they would hold a meeting for new freshman in such a confusing location.
We entered a conference room with 20 chairs surrounding a long table. Red flags were going off in my head at this point, we 
all were whispering to Emily, asking what was going on. She was clueless, all she knew was that her brother wanted her to be 
here. Over the next ten minutes we sat nervously in our chairs, some friends were kicking each other under the table, trying 
to figure out if they should leave.
People kept trickling in and they all were significantly older. Finally everyone went around introducing themselves.  The 
people were mostly married and graduated from college, there were a few seniors. As our group of freshman introduced 
ourselves I kept thinking, “What is going on? This is not a informational freshman meeting! This is so awkward.” Usually I was 
comfortable with this kind of group, but it was clear after a few minutes that this meeting was for the leaders of Campus 
Crusade, not the freshman.
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We all sat through the entire meeting and then they handed out surveys and wanted us to survey everyone outside of the 
EMU. The meeting finally came to an end, my friends were panicking, they were worried because they were not Christians 
and didn’t feel comfortable handing out the surveys. I am a Christian, but this was out of my comfort zone. A young lady 
approached us she immediately guessed that we had not known this was a leaders meeting and also guessed that we were 
not here to hand out surveys. She was very kind and understanding about the whole situation and allowed us to leave. I later 
met up with her for coffee and actually learned about Campus Crusade. After a day passed I was able to laugh at this story. 
While explaining my dorky move of the week to some new acquaintances it actually brought us closer together and led us to 
being friends.
Being a freshman is terrifying, everything seems to be flying at you incredibly fast. They key to survival is organization and 
follow through. I was mortified that I had “crashed” a leaders meeting and that we had given the man in charge the false 
impression that we would be leaders. After that embarrassing meeting I now like to clarify details before attending events. 
I’m not afraid to ask questions, I know that I would rather figure out possible problems in the future. I now know that asking 
tons of questions is much better than sitting in the wrong meeting and not knowing what to do.
Possibly related posts: (automatically generated)
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Alice Evans
My roommate’s name is Yulu but her American name is Cella.  She is in Oregon for college; her family loves America and runs 
first-aid supplies companies in China and Europe.  Her parents want to start one in America in the next couple of years. Over 
the summer I e-mailed Cella twice but she never e-mailed me back.  I was slightly annoyed but figured our e-mails were not 
compatible.  I arrived in McClure, a few days early because I received a job in the dining hall.  I unlocked the door and 
pushed it open, before I could finish opening the door I hit something.  Then I heard a high pitched “oh”.  Cella was already 
there, she had arrived in the U.S. a few days before.  The room had suitcases everywhere and clothes sprawled on my bed.  
Cella quickly picked up her belongings.  When I returned to the room with more belongings she came and sat next to me as a 
filled out the room survey, we talked briefly but I had to help my parents finish unpacking.  While my parents helped me 
unpack my supplies Cella was talking to people in China on the computer.  It was slightly annoying and I hoped she wasn’t 
going to do this constantly in our room.  I returned to the room that night and talked to her but she was completely absorbed 
in her computer. 
  Her life is vastly different than mine; she has lived in Shanghai her entire life, I grew up in Corvallis which is incredibly small 
and quiet.  Cella showed me where she lived in Shanghai; it was in the center of the city, a high rise right next to Gucci and 
Chanel where she frequently shops.  I’ve been in a Chanel store before but the sales associates followed me around like I was 
a vagabond.  When I heard that my roommate was from Shanghai I was so excited, I love meeting people from different 
countries, they have such interesting and different lives form mine.
By the twenty-fourth of September we had gone to breakfast a few times and talked a bit, the only things I really knew about 
her were: her parents ran companies in China, she will be living in the United States for the next four years, and she was 
journalism major.  I hadn’t had much of a chance to socialize with her because I had eight hour training shifts in the dining 
hall.  Every time I asked if she wanted to go get dinner she had usually already eaten, I asked if she wanted to come look at 
the gym with me but she said no, or go find our classes but she said she had already found them.  When everyone started 
arriving in the residence halls it was so exciting because it had been so quite.  Everyone was really nice and interesting; I 
finally felt that college was beginning after living in a deserted hall for the previous week. 
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Before classes started I tired talking to Cella more, I learned that she hadn’t received any of my e-mails and when I asked 
her if she had a facebook she said she had a “Buddy, Buddy”.  She showed it to me, it looked exactly like facebook.  It had 
the same color scheme and layout except everything was in Chinese characters.  The only component of similarity to our lives 
is that we both had facebooks, well the Chinese equivalent.  Cella now has an “American” facebook and is much more social 
with me but is still absorbed in her computer which serves as a port key back to her life in China.  Because of the immense 
amount of technological communication with her friends in China she closes herself off from people in our hall.  Technological 
communication is the first aspect we bonded over as roommates but it is now closing her off from her life in America.
Possibly related posts: (automatically generated)
●     Your Brain and You
2 Responses to “Technology and the Roommate”
Feed for this Entry 
1.  
 1 mvilleneuve October 25, 2009 at 10:26 PM 
Alice, you should totally read Molly’s post, I think you guys talked about the same thing (technology) and arrived at different conclusions! Awesome. I 
like what you had to say and I really do think digital communication is a double edged sword, as you said. Nice work!
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This blog made me laugh because I was definitely the roommate who had TONS of stuff when moving in. I didn’t put my stuff on Becca’s bed but I am 
positive she was overwhelmed when she walked in my room and saw over a doxen boxes and bags crammed in on my side.
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Turning in on E. 15th Avenue, glancing at the buildings around them, Kahealani’s father says: “WOW! Look at your new home. 
Look at all these people moving in.”
In her mind she can’t believe she actually made it, she starts to reminisce on her past. As a child she had a dream to 
continue her education, not thinking it was going to take her this far. Growing up, she thought she was going to start and end 
with the immersion program continuing her education at Ka Haka ‘Ula O Ke’elikolani.
As time flew by and memories were made, her passion wasn’t the same as when she was a bit younger. All she could think 
about was leaving her home land; she knew she was going to college, but which one? She finally made a decision not to apply 
to any universities near home.
She remembers the day the seniors conducted their traditional ceremony she stood next to her three best-friends who were 
all holding hands just as they did every last day of school. In the garden of their High School the senior lei, or garland, which 
was placed in the heart of the school though out the whole school year, was being buried, just as those of the seniors before 
them.
“Let’s leave already; I still need my sandals for Hilo Highs graduation” Malia, one of Kahealanis best friend’s mentions.
“We can’t just leave, we ditched too much this year. C’mon, it’s our last day; we have until 11AM, just one more hour.” Billie 
tells Malia.
Kapualei adds in, “I want to leave too, this place sucks, why don’t we go to the beach. Malia can come in my car and 
Kahealani, you can take Billie.”
Kahealani starts thinking about their second graduation with Hilo High School. They had the time of their lives, wishing it 
would never end but in a blink of an eye time passed and the next thing they knew they were on the next flight out of Hawaii.
Now at the University, hearing her father call it her “new home,” she wonders if she can make it. Although she questions her 
ability, she never shows or mentions it.
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“Are you ready?” Kahealani’s mom asks.
“I was born ready, let’s do this.” Kahealani replies showing no sense of discomfort or hesitation.
“WOW! Look at this, I think we should get a house here,” Her father says as he gazes at the sight of the campus.
As they finish putting her things in her dorm room they decide to walk around campus to, “check it out” as they would say. 
Confidences starts to build in Kahealani just thinking about all the students that she’ll be passing on her way to or from her 
classes.
“Welcome to the UO,” someone mentions as we cross paths.
“WOOO GO DUCKS!” a boy shouts on the side-walk.
By just walking around she notices how welcoming and spirited everyone is. “I can get used to this,” Kahealani says to 
herself. She got excited; not realizing her parents weren’t going to be there the next time she walks around campus.
“I made it this far in life,” Kahealanis thinks to herself, “there’s no point in giving up now, I left Hawaii as Viking and I plan on 
returning home as a Duck.”
The day comes for her parents to leave and her mother hands Kahealani a book and says, “Here’s a book, all your cousins, 
aunties and uncles, your grandparents and almost everyone in church wrote something for you. This is for you to keep, make 
sure you read it.” She didn’t think she could actually watch her parents drive off, but she did.
On the night of the first day of school Kahealani’s cell phone rings, “Kia Ora” Kahealani answers (Maori for what’s up or hello).
It was her best friend Malia calling to check in. The conversation goes on for about half an hour and the only thing Kahealani 
could remember about that conversation was Malia’s last words before she hung up, “We might not talk as much anymore but 
know that we’ve all made it this far and we aren’t turning back. Remember your dream, complete your tasks and I know 
you’ll make it. You were the strong one between the terror squad, don’t back out now! I’m just 10 digits away, the twins are 
200 miles away, believe me, this separation is temporary, the terror squad will reunite sooner than we think. ‘Imi a pepehi 
pau girl.”
Kahealani replies, “We rock Hilo baby, the fine ass class of 2009, make me proud sweetie, ‘Imi a pepehi pau!” and they hang 
up.
After the hang up, Kahealani grabs the book her mother handed her and places it on her lap, after reading it and thinking 
about the conversation she had with her friend, she took a deep breath and told herself she could do this, filled with 
confidence she looks outside and says, “‘Imi a pepehi pau.”
‘Imi a pepehi pau= A term Kahealanis class and those before her would say when facing a task, it means to “seek and 
destroy.” By saying this one means to find their goals and complete though the obstacles that they may come across and to 
never give up.
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I’m pretty sure I speak for everyone when I say that by the time 9:50 rolls around on Thursday morning, everyone is really 
happy to be leaving Pacific 9. My FIG compatriots and I spill over the threshold and flood into the hall as if the cramped, 
dimly lit atmosphere of the classroom is a living, breathing thing capable of following us out. It’s a fairly simple trek from 
Pacific to McKenzie Hall where our history discussion section is, and the first step is always the simplest—out of the door and 
to the right into the one-way courtyard. Then we wind around to the right towards Kincaid, and soon the ugly, hard-edged 
brown monstrosity that is McKenzie Hall is right there in front of us.
 Through the front door, up in the elevator, and down the abysmally dark hallway (and past our favorite landmark, the 
“creepy table,” an enormous antique dinner table and chairs located in the hall) and with a sharp left, there we are in yet 
another tiny, cramped classroom where our GTF Olsen waits for us so he can knock on his podium and say “I’m from the 
history department, and I’m here to help you.” 
The journey is simple enough, like I said. Simple and fairly impossible to screw up if done in the way described, the way 
involving 13th Avenue in some fashion.  Sometimes when we’re feeling daring we cut through a tiny back parking lot located 
behind whatever the other building next to Pacific is. That way is less simple, but easy to handle if in a group mostly 
comprised of people who know where they’re going. Strength in numbers, or strength in straight streets. 
You can imagine, then, what a terrible idea it was for Kelsey to say to me two weeks ago, “I’m going to walk with you to 
history, because I’m still not entirely sure where we’re going.” Of course I obliged, because of course I knew where I was 
going. For some incredibly stupid reason still unknown to me weeks later, I decided to turn left out of the side door of Pacific 
once we escaped Folklore. I said something to Kelsey like “I’m pretty sure this is a shortcut.” 
Famous last words. We found ourselves on a street we didn’t recognize, in back parking lots of the backs of buildings we had 
never seen before—with unknown bushes, trees, dumpsters. We saw random adults getting in and out of cars, or walking 
hurriedly with their bags. In the perfection of hindsight, they were probably faculty who knew exactly how to tell us how to 
correct our wrongdoing. We didn’t even think of that. Instead, we walked quickly, whirling around and laughing nervously, 
both of us claiming aloud that we had some idea of where we were and that this was “the right way.” I reasoned that all we 
had to do to correct our situation was follow our current path around in the direction we were going and eventually we’d run 
into the back of McKenzie. 
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We were totally wrong. What we didn’t know is what we were actually walking alongside Franklin Boulevard in the entirely 
opposite direction of McKenzie. By this point we had started shouting obscenities and laughing in intense frustration. It was 
9:57, and we were at least ten minutes from our classroom where our FIG-mates were undoubtedly filing in and putting their 
essays in Olsen’s folder on the table in the front of the class. 
Eventually we found an open courtyard (embarrassingly, it was the lawn right above the underground laboratory near Oregon 
Hall.) We shared a lot of “Wait, what building is that? Where are we? How did we get here?! How did we end up all the way 
over here?! Did we step into a damn time warp?!” Once we got back onto 13th it was merely a case of taking an extremely 
large lap around half of the campus to “get some air” on the way to history. Not too hilariously I had worn my boots with 3-
inch heels that day, boots that are comfortable enough for walking around between classes but, as I commented, “not meant 
for hauling ass when I’m five minutes late” for history still with at least five more minutes of a walk even at double speed.
Kelsey and I made it to class with not-too embarrassing lateness, though we did endure a good chorus of “ohhhhhhhhhh”s 
from our peers when we entered the painfully small classroom. And life went on much as it does whenever anybody’s late to 
class. Life went on much as it does whenever any cocky freshman has the brilliant idea to take a “shortcut” after only three 
weeks on a campus. I guess that’s life. And I guess Kelsey will think twice before trusting my brilliant sense of direction 
before 10am.
Possibly related posts: (automatically generated)
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I’m a Tiger
Published October 25, 2009 General 2 Comments  
 Alex Hall
What night wouldn’t be complete without loud electronic music, neon lights, a strobe light, and of course a student with a set 
of face paint.  As it turns out the Saturday that followed my birthday included all of these small items making it one of the 
best nights of my life.
When I walked across the street from a friend’s house to a party that glowed purple I didn’t imagine myself having a good 
time.  The music itself could be heard from down the block, normally a good indication that eventually a squad of cops would 
come to disperse the party.  I am not too fond of any cops especially now, due to the fact that my broken foot prohibits any 
chance of getting away.
As I walked into the party I saw a dance room that could cause induced seizures if one were to be over exposed to it.  The 
walls were covered with handmade tapestries of varying colors and designs and a purple strobe light flashing its florescent 
color every other second.  The ground shook from the combined efforts of the dancers and the huge stereo system.  I’m sure 
too many people this sounds like a very enticing party but for me it was a different world.  Actually it was a world that I 
generally stayed away from in the past.
In order to regain myself I went to the garage where the music could only be faintly heard and conversation was more prolific 
than dancing.  I took hold of a chair and began chatting with others about “the birds and the bees” even bombs.  Five 
minutes later someone came sprinting in from outside yelling, “who wants his or her face painted?”
My friend then looked directly in my eye and replied, “This guy does” and pointed both index fingers at me.  Who am I to 
deny this request but still I was a little unsure, mainly thinking about embarrassing myself to complete strangers.  It was too 
late to turn back now because right as my self-conscious was telling me to put an end to it the guy who originally asked led 
me over to a couch where the girl was.
Amy the artist asked what I would like to become, and of course being a ferocious tiger has always been my ambition.  The 
transformation began and my pale skin changed to orange.  My eyes became black; my lips turned black with an outer layer 
of white.  As Amy continued to paint on my face the group of people watching the face painting continued to increase all 
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finding the entire situation extremely amusing.
The fact that I was now a painted tiger did not make me stand out unusually at this party it actually made me fit in with all 
the other people.  I was now one of them- a slightly bizarre character with the goal of having a great time.  The fact that I 
went out of my convert zone had enabled me to have a great time at a party that generally I would hate.  In this case it was 
much better to group together with other personalities to have a great time.
2 Responses to “I’m a Tiger”
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Brillant. Wait, so was the whole party sporting face art? Either way, sounds like a good time.
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No i was the only tiger although one girl got a necklace painted on which was pretty cool
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College is not for everybody. There are two distinct aspects of college that can change a person’s whole experience and how 
much they like it. The social aspect, and the academic side.
I am a person who, in the past, has been more focused on the academic side, though I always complained about homework 
during not only high school, but middle school as well. Most of my teachers assigned reading, only to go over it in class the 
next day, so what was the point? It was the same information over and over again.
The reason why I focused on the academic areas was the fact that I am not a social person. At all. I can get along with most 
people – to their face that is. I honestly find most people annoying, and I only get along with friends. Even then, I get easily 
annoyed and frustrated with them as well. I would much rather read a book or watch a movie than hang out with somebody. 
That’s just the way I am.
That being said, college? Is a very different environment than I’m used to. It’s a social gathering everywhere you turn…in 
class, in the halls, no matter where you look, there’s people laughing and talking to each other. So I’ve been in my room. The 
only time I leave my room is to go to class or get something to eat, and even then, I am far too lazy to walk down from the 
fourth floor to get something to eat just to walk right back up, so I have Doritos and saltines in my room to eat.
I had originally started my college experience with just a laptop for personal enjoyment. Quickly realizing I would need more 
than that, I brought my television and my DVD player down as well. That was fine, as that brought my roommate, Jasmine, 
and I closer together, as we had (mostly) the same tastes in shows. She’s gotten me hooked on some shows I never thought 
I’d watch as well.
Then my mom had the best idea ever. She said I should cash in some of my bonds (which I’ve received every year since birth 
as Christmas gifts from my maternal grandparents) and buy an XBOX 360 and the game Left 4 Dead. Uh, thanks Mom, you 
are the best person ever.
So I did. Buy a 360. It’s allowed me to have Netflix, which led me to my current obsession, the show Leverage. I can play 
Left 4 Dead with my sister, or ODST by myself. I also bought Trials HD recently.
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Speaking of which, on Thursday, Jasmine and her two friends were going to a concert and were hanging out in our room 
before going to it. Either she or one of her friends was talking on the phone with someone, so I didn’t want to be rude and 
keep watching Leverage, so I switched over to playing Trials HD. Jasmine commented that she thought it looked like an 
awesome game, so I offered her the controller. She and Stephen spent the next half hour laughing while making their player 
crash into random obstacles. It was fun to watch, and again, a way that I could connect with my roommate.
Basically? Even if someone isn’t the most social person in the world, they can still connect and make friends with at least their 
roommate, they just have to find that one thing they have in common, whether it be similar tastes in television shows, or a 
similar sense of humor of watching a video game animation break its bones and blow up over and over again.
2 Responses to “Television and Gaming”
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Great post Molly! Remind me, are you a CoD fan? Regardless, when CoD Modern Warfare 2 comes out, I will buy live and we NEED to play some 
survival on Left 4 Dead (though you’re going to have to teach me!)
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I’ve never actually played CoD, but the guys at Rooster Teeth talk about it, and whenever I end up buying something they say is cool, or watch 
something they like, I end up liking it as well. 
I will definitely play some Survival, I actually managed to last 3 and a half minutes with 3 AI (who always walk in front of my gun when I’m shooting!). 
I think I remember you saying you liked RvB, have you seen the video of the guys who make it playing L4D Survival? It’s hilarious.
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Lexi Reeve
About two weeks after moving down to Eugene for my freshmen year of college, after experiencing Week of Welcome and 
what it is like living with a roommate, after finally settling down and getting adjusted to the college life, Rush started. Rush is 
the week where all the girls on campus looking to join the Greek life go talk to all of the nine sororities, and then, hopefully, 
decide upon the one they want to join.
This year, Rush started on a Thursday and ended on the Tuesday of the following week. The first day, we were informed that 
over six hundred girls would be going through rush! It was overwhelming, and as we were separated into twenty three 
different “walking groups,” I began to grow worried that the sororities would not have room to fit all these girls into the 
freshmen pledge class. I was competing with five hundred and ninety nine other girls for the spot in the sorority of my choice! 
Although I didn’t yet know what house that was, I was willing to put my best face forward and make some good impressions!
The first day of Rush we were welcomed into five of the houses where we talked to three or four of the girls from the house 
so that we could get a feel of what that sorority was like. The second day we did the same, but with four different houses that 
we couldn’t fit into our schedule the previous day. On Friday, after initially visiting all nine houses on campus, we signed our 
preference cards and narrowed our top choices down to six houses. Although visiting six houses on Saturday was 
overwhelming, I felt that by narrowing my choices down, I was making progress.
Saturday was philanthropy day, and we visited our top six choices where we watched a video about the different community 
service that the house participates in each year. This was a beneficial day because it helped me narrow down my choices; I 
am big on community service so I picked the houses that had the philanthropy’s I could see myself working toward. At the 
end of the day we again filled out our preference cards and narrowed our choices down to four.
Sunday was tour day, and we were escorted around four different sororities of our choice! It was an amazing experience; I 
had never expected these houses to be so huge! Some of them even had four stories! But we got to see the television rooms, 
the bedrooms, and even the sleeping porches, and it helped narrow down choices again, because I could envision myself 
living in some of the houses while I couldn’t with others.
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Monday was the most emotional day. We had narrowed our choices down to two and the potential pledges of each house 
lined up for dinner outside of the sororities. The girls living there welcomed us in and, after we ate, we walked around the 
house talked about what we wished to get out of joining a sorority. For me, I wanted a sense of family and a “home away 
from home.” It may be corny, but it was very beneficial to share our feelings and emotions with the girls who had gone 
through the process in the previous years.  We went back to the Columbia building where we all met and filled out our 
preference cards for the last time, indicating which sorority we wished to join.
On Tuesday, I was so nervous that I could barely concentrated during my classes the entire day! I was just waiting for six pm 
when I could just walk over to Gerllinger field and receive my bid card! Once it was time, I walked with a bunch of girls also 
going through Rush over to the field and awaited the moment when we would find out which sorority we got into! Once there, 
our Rho Gammas did a dance and then revealed which house they belonged to. Turns out my Rho Gamma was in the house I 
wanted to join! It was nerve racking wondering whether I got into the house of my choice, or my second pick. Once we all got 
the bid cards we counted down from THREE, TWO, ONE and tore them open! I had gotten into the house of my choice!!!!! I 
was so excited to get into Alpha Chi Omega that all of our pledge class ran to the house and the girls that lived there threw us 
a party! We were “kidnapped” in the middle of it and driven to Autzen Stadium where we took pictures with the pledge class 
of 2013! It was an unforgettable, and although stressful process, well worth it. I suggest to anyone who is looking to find a 
great way to meet people and a sense of home that you go through Rush! There is always something for everyone!
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 1 8cupsoftea October 26, 2009 at 11:38 AM 
Not only was rush stressful, it got us all sick! Between the hundreds of girls (and their germs) and running from house to house in skirts and dresses, 
it’s no wonder we all came down with colds. Philanthropy day was definitely my favorite day of rush though. It was a good experience overall…
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Im so glad you made it into the house you wanted. I know it was a stressful week for you but I am glad you made it!
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Published April 13, 2009 General Leave a Comment  
This is the new blog for the FIG Hidden History. Pretty sweet, huh?
Don’t patronize me.
Look, getting back to the point, this is where our short stories will be posted. This is the front and center of the blog and our 
posts will go here for everyone to read. Now don’t worry – “everyone” means only those we give permission to use the blog i.
e. the members of HH and Doc Hatfield.
I’ll post some examples of what I think would be cool (we can always take things in a different direction if we want) from 
events that happened my freshman year. Hopefully that will get us going in the right direction.
Dude, I’m excited about this. It could be cool if we all take it seriously – hell, we could get some pretty entertaining stories up 
here.
The last thing we want is for this to suck. Tales of the O shouldn’t be a burden; we shouldn’t feel forced or obliged to post 
content – that would undermine the spirit of what Tales of the O is all about.
Wondering what Tales of the O is all about? Check out the “Our History” page and then read right to left – works like a charm.
Are you a HH history student and don’t want to post? Then don’t – no worries! Now I know what you’re thinking; “But Matt, 
you told me I had to post at least one story. Now you’re telling me I don’t have to?!” Yeah, well, whatever comes from my 
mouth is not scripture; whether it’s the Bible or the Constitution, it is always a good idea to remember that they were both 
written by men (who, by nature, are flawed and accident prone)  and are open to interpretation.
Look, I digress: I’m not trying to obfuscate here – the answer to your question is, yes, I DO ASK every HH student to post at 
least ONE short story for the term. My emphasis here is the stories BEYOND the first – only write if you want to.
But, I implore each and every one of you to at least READ some of the posts…
And who knows? Maybe you’ll be inspired.
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Okay then, well, sweet – this is gunna be fun. Cheers!
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